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POEMS. 


SONG. 

Hree ſtrange humours make me langh, 

The Married man that's froward, 
The Miſer thinks hee's never (ate, 
And the Temperate man's untoward 
No friendſhip cheſe, nor honour have, 
$cri& Dyer, Wealth, and Wives enſlave, 
| And make poor man a Coward. 


Fautta Cruce may thank the Grape, 
| And not their ſolemn Maſles, 
{Twas Wine that made their General ſcape, 
| Though he loſt his Gally-aſles ; 

lake for grief expir'd his laſt, 
That having fought, he could not taſ} 
; Canary, infull Glafles. 


On the Rrſſians caſt your Eye, 


ow like Sheep they live and dye 
Ja their water Winter Quatters, 
Whereas the Swede, that takes a Drench 
Of Brande-wine, in Field or Trench, 
Expires as bold ro Martyrs, 
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Chocolet's 


2 POEMS: 


Chocolet's an arrant Cheat, 
Cantharides, and Eringo, 
Nothing gives dull ſpirits heat | 

 Likea doleof Wineor Stingo, Strong Che | 
Which if Vexables had fipe, ſhire Ale, 
He like Lightning wouſt have skipp'd, 
And ranſack'd St. Domingo. 


Ask Fack Mzſton, and Wil. Hooks, 
How their Comrade turn'd HeQar, 
They'l affirm his blood and looks 
Both took fire from boules of Ne&or, | 
That in time inflam'd the Realm, V 
*T was drinking plac'd him at che Helm, 
And made him Lord Prote@or. 


_— CEC 


A Ballad againſt the Opera. 


Ow Heaven preſerve our Realm, | 
And him chat fits at th* Helm. 
] will tell you of a new Story 

OfSir liam and his Apes, 

With full many merry Japes, 
Much after the rate of John Dorie. 


Fhis fight is co be ſeen 
| Near the Street that's called Queen, 
And the People have call'd it the Opera. 


Buc 


POEMS. 
; But the Devil take my Wife, 
| Ifall dayes of my life 

1 did ever ſee ſuch a Fopperie- 

: Where firſt one begins 

With a trip and a cring, 

nd a face ſet in ſtarch to accoſt 'um, 

| J,and with a Speech to boot 

1 That had neither head nor foot, 

Might have ferv'd for a Charterkouſe Roſirum. 


' Oihe look'd (olikea Jew, 
. Would have made a man (pew, 
When he told *em here was this, here was that, 
Juſtlike him that ſhews the Tombs, 
For when the Sum Total comes, 
| Tis two houres of I know nat what, 


VS, 


Neither muſt I here forget 
The Muijick there, how it was ſet, 
Dilſe two Ayers and an half and a Jove, 
All che reſt was ſuch aGieg, 
Like the (queaking of a Pig, 
Oc Cats when they*c making their love. 


The next ching was the Scene, 
And that as it was layne, 

But no man knows where in Per, 
With a ſtory for the nones 
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4 
Of Raw head and Bloody bones, 
5 Bit che Devil a word that was true. 


There might you haveſeen an Ape 
Wirh his tcllow for to gape, 
Now dancing and turning ore and ore, 
What cannot Poets do 
They can find out in Pers, 
Things no man ever faw before. 


4 Then prelently the Spanzard 
f Strouts with his Whineyard, 
F Now Heaven of thy mercy how grim, 
| Whou',d have thought that Chriſtian men 

Would haveeat up Children, 
Had he not ſeen'em doit limb by limb. 


Oh greater cruelty yet, 
Like a Pig upon a ſpar, 
Here lies one, there another boyl1'd to a Jellie ; 
Juſt ſo the people ſtare 
Art an Oxe1n the Fair, 
Fooſted whole with a Pudding in'> Bellie. 


I durſt have laid my head Q 
' That theKing therehad been dead, 
WaenlI ſaw how they baſted and carved him ; 
Had he not come up again 
| Upon the Stage, there co complain | 
| How 
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How ſcurvily the Rogues had (ſerved him. 


A little further in 
13 Hunga third by the Chin, 
And a forth cut out all in Quarters; . 
Oh that Fox had now been living, 
3 They had been ſure of Heaven, 
1 Oc at the leaſt been ſome of his Martyrs. 


Buc which was ſtrange again, 
The Indians.that they had lain, 
Came dancing all in a Troop, 
7 Butohgivemethelaſt, 
{ Forasoftenas hepaſt, 


{ Heflill cumbled like a Dog ina Hoop. 


; And now my Signior Strugge 

| In good faith you may go Jogge, 

For Sir W:1!. will have ſomething to brag on. 
Oh the Eng/ihh Boyes are come 
With their Fife and their Drum, 

And fill the Knighe muſt Conquer the Dragon, 


And fo now my ſtory is done, 
And Ple end as [ begun, 
| With a word, andi care not who know it, 
Heaven keep us great and ſmall, 
And blefle us ſome and all, 
From every ſuch a pittifull Poet, 
A 4 The 


POEMS. 
The dying Lover. 


ares powers regard me, or my heart will burn 

Till it convert my beſome to an urn, 

J call not you Phyiicians : how you (fred 

You fatall Curtains ofa fick mans bed ; 

Hang from about me ; herbs nor minerals can 
Cyrethe Conſumption of a Love-ſick man, 

Not hills of now, nor Cakes of Ice the flood 
Bears down, can make a Julip for my blood. 

You climbing Waves, if happily at this hour 
There be {ome new Leander in your power, 

O lec his voyage cajmer fortune try, 

"Twere pitty the belov'd again ſhonld dye, 

But you may weil my ſcorn d breaſt ove: flow, 

Yet would my heat make your cold billows glow. 

And you rude winds, troublers of both Seas and 

| | ( Skies, 

Before whoſe wrath the white fingd veſſel flyes, 

Ceaſe perſecuting wretches on the main, 

And cool me with a ſtorm, but *twere in vain, 

] ſprinkle tears, and with my ſt1ghs adce breath, 

To blow flames only co be quench'c by death. 

See where he comes, how pale, how far unlike 

Her ſhape that ſent h1m co me, wouldlt chou ſtrike? 

*Tis done alieagy, look upon my heart, 

Aiat,thou know'ftnot,when thou threw'ſt thet dart. 

Shee mocks both thee and love,not as you will; 
b-- | ; 
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POEMS. 

As ſhedoth guide your hands, you ſave or kill. 

Perhaps you reigned in times paſt, but in mine, 

Her {miles are loves darts,& her thoughts are thine 

I have ſeen her mix a (ad look with a (weec, 

Then life and death, all joys, all torments meet 

Like twilight, that her lover could not fay, 

| Whether his fear brought light, or hope ſaw day, 

4 Which I muſt ſee nv more, "cis her decree, 

That adds one Siſter to the other three. 

| Another to the grates if you enquire 

JI What wonder this may be, pleaſe your defire, 

{ It is a beauty, ſuch as might give breath, 

{ To ſenſlefſe riftures, bur to me cis death. 

{ Farewel (weet Muſes,your freinds death deplore. 

E Whom you were not Medeas to reſtore. 

{ Love let me kifſe thy hand, by which I fall ; 

Y Yec thou haſt kil'd me with a Cordial. 

} Death cry thee mercy, Loves command extends 

{ So far, ] ſaw not thine, but wec'l meet friends. 

4 1 fee] chee in my marrow, thy ſhaft lurks 

i With a cold poylon tipt, now, now It works. 

3 What Ague's chis, but now my breath did glow, 

3 Ftna was not fo fyery; now I grow | 

# More cold than are the Alps, Iam like one 

'/ Toſt from the corrid, to the fi1gid Zone. 

 Waintei's in my blood, my veins freeze ore. 

' Jt Snows upon my heart, I can no more 

' Move my contraſted linevws, if there be 
Of all chat in their tears would bury me. 


SOLE 


X "T's a 
Some poor forſaken Virgin that did mean 
All faith, and found no juſtice,let her glean 
The ruines of my heart, the reft convey 

To ſomedark grove, where the Turtle may 
Mourn out my Elegy, write upon my tomb, 
] had a fair Judge, but a cruel doom. 


_— 


Friend. 


Or guilded Pill, and Pill was not, 

Þþ Buc powder'd up ch Gally Por ; 
For Purge of Hamechs rare ConteQion 
For ſtuffe, by way of an Inje&ion ; 
Wiich Maid miſtook fqr milk of Almond, 
And ſuck'd an hearty draught, till qualm on 
Scomack came, and neighbours call*d in, 
She ſhit aud ſpewd like Uncle Yalder ; 

For inſtrument the Schoolmen call, 
By name of Mathematical 3 | 
Ochers a Syringe , Squirt, or Engine, 
Which Robia Scudamore (wears do ſend in 
Juice, with chat force at Pintles ſnouts 
As if at Crown o'ch head *cwould our 
For vilits late, and vijies early 
Fch mind Vme 1n 1 love thee dearly, 
And thank thee too. --But hark you wight!. 
This does not ſet my Tait upright ; 
Pme plaguy looſe 1'ch (ocket ſtill, 
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Maugre thy Potion, and thy Pill, 
And reign ſo ſlack / for all my cunning 
Will never fadge with Nag that's running. 
The Spring that ſhould uphold my Cock, 
Is ſhrewdly weakened, and my dock 
Is like th? abominable Rump, 
A rudeand indigeſted lump ; 
Gun-ſcowrers two [ have beſeech't, 
By their kind care to be new breech'r. 
The Baggages o'th Town (Pox rot um ) 
Say, that for Arſe, to get new botton 
| muſt to Rumford ride ( uu's nigs ) 
I've rid my ſelf quite off my legs. 

Fack Falſiaffe vildly did abate, 
Buc never ſwely, at the rate 
That I have done, fince ation laſt 
I'me no mans length of life i*ch waſte. 
My leg is not fo big by eli half, 
In'e but ul Efſcx*t in the Calf 
Only one member *cleped privie 
That chrives uponit : as | liveI 
Could not but (mile, ( though indiſpos'd ) 
To lee the youth ſo bottle-nos'd, 
Ineed not like the lad throws twelve 
Ar tick-tack cry to Pintle, ſwell — 
As Parſonerſt ; fo great's my pain 
Grant vine a yard, Iie (wear 't1* main 
With Swathe,and clout to fee me drefie it; 
A wonderous hopeful thing ; God bleſle ir, 
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Yo POEMS. 
In lap then having couch'e my Beagle, 
He looks like Babe that's under Eagle, 
Where let him lurk, and reſt in quier, 
Till chou fend'ſt drink, and God ſends diet. 
Friend, now P've cold thee how *cis with me, 
If thou haſt any Goodnefle 1' thee 
Call on me as thou goeſt to*ch Devil, 
Or Major Mundens, who's ſo Civil 
To give the Ale, and bate the Smoak, 
Though firſt heed rather have me choak, 
Well, to be brief, I long to ſee Thee, 
_ Till when (Dear Val.) Gods peace be with chee, 
March 27. 16GO. 
The Anſwer 
=” anks to thy care Dear /'aentine, 
Th'arc working Cutes all iy —— time. 
I left out good, 'caulc as rimes go, 
Tis ten to one we find it (o. | 
Vane lafe, but not as fiſh fo ſound, 
Whom we term ſo, becauſe not drown'd 
I'th Deluge when all went to wrack 
But N45, and like ſhirc ro back, 
E:ght that {tuck cloſe, and gave no word, 
For tear of heaving oyer board. 
No ( Friend ) I am not yet like Roact, 
OrB:U, bu dread a jumbling Coach, 
And walk ith {treeis, the ftones upon, 
As with a ſuitof Wainlcot on. 
Sure my dilcaſe ( what ere pick ſayes ) 
Wil teach a ian to look to 's wayCs. 


+ wen: 5 &@ Fes gf iy. hy hf 


Ge En ad 
rgt -254 = 7 


_ 1 was faineto unmuffle Pego, 


| 
——_ 4 pv On ee Yr I rye RE 
N - my 


POEMS. 
I vealk upright, and tenderly, 
As if I trode on Conſcience : why 
My toot (lipt once, ( howe:e it came ) 
And put whole bady out of frame. 
My arms wete difarm'd, and my legs 
Moy'd as if joynts had wanted pegs. 
Sure this will warning beor none, 
How I itrike foot again a ſtone 3 
Though I'me not guilcy oftuch tricks, 
*Twere bet:er kick againſt the pricks. - 
But hark you ( al.) worte newsthan this ! 
A friend retuſed to (lay my Piſs- 
Ing while, indeed he tound me tardy, 
Orce ( as it hap'c)) before, for pardyy 


Who looked, liked, Ege non ſum ego, 
Then with the / os ren make a Spour, 
For cariying of it clearly our ; 

Or elle howerethe matter lurks, 

'T had run like Wmdſor water works : 

For holes it Ike a Skimmer proves, 

Orc Orange that was ſtuff't with Cloyes- 

Y' have teen a Garden watcing Por x, 
Oc Cuiletider, e'nejuſt like that, 

Well,faces made, and making end 

Of making faces to my friend 

I hy'd, who wiſh'd me all be-piſt, 

Swore he'd read Fohnſons Alchynuſt 

In half that eime, that I was leaking, . 

*T was twice as long, as I've been fpeaking, 

I muſt conteſſe ( who ere appoints ) 
la lefle time, 1'de trufle ewenty points. 


12 P Q, E M P : 
Tye ſeen with ſwieging wha, are-ſated 
A Barrow Pig as tedeous as i: 
But ( Yal.) when amongſt the Blades 1come; 
Afcer the word-Rogue, ſhow a Room. 
How do the Youngtters ſtare dolt think 2 
When I cry faith, 1 dare not drink 
Wine, and ſpeak low as Cuntry Laſſe, 
Ask't by th* official how Twas 
She got the Baltard lately whelp't, 
Whiſpers -forlooth, I could not help. 
' Thea plead I Phyfick, Drink,and Diet, 
Which tor a while preſeryes me quiet, 
Till ſome fern Sr. unknown betore, 
When Diſh is clap*t at wrong mans dore, 
Cryes, give him drink, what is*t he ayles ? | 
When all 1*th Room produce their Tails. 
And Friend as 1 may teil to you j 
Compar'd to them on ſtrict reyiew. | 
- I find 1'me pretty well to paſle, 
So lay my violent liands on giaſle. 
And think on Moy'e (as is my ute ) | 
Then drink and glad of the cxcule. \ 
Thus (trive I to be blyth ana frolick, | 
As Virgil when he wrought Bricolick,, 
But my Mxcezas wondrous Moylc 
Is fick, and then I' me noe worth while. 
Ifme a dead thing withour, know '*tis he 
Gives hifeand yigour to my Mulc and me. 


This T ſend thee hap what will, F zve thee well, howeve far, I. 

On the eleventh day of April. Hyfforom Proteron bold Harry 
Nam'd from wedden(morning dirty) In affeftion ever fervent, 

Sueveen hu:dred and twice thirty, Twice & ones thine bumble Servant. 
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POEMS. T3 
| _ : Ode, 
Sitting and drinking in a Chair made out of the re- 
| liques of Sr, Francis Drakes Ship. 
| I. 
| C00 up my Mates ! the wind doth fairly blow, 
Clap on more Sails, and neyer ſpare, 
| Farewel all Land! for now we are 
| Tathe wide Seaofdrink, and merrily we go. 
Blefle me ! *ftis hot, another Bowl of Wine, 
And weſhall cut the burning Line 3 
Hey Boys! ſhe ſends it away, and by my head I know 
We round the world are failing now. 
What dull men are thoſe who tarry at home, 
When abroad they might wantonly roam ? 
| And gain ſuch experience; and ſpic too 
Such Countries and wonders as Ido £? 
But prithee good Pilot take heed what you do, 
| And fail not to touch at Pers, 
With Gold there the Veſſel well Rore, 
And neyer, and neyer be poor, 
| And neyer be poor any more. 


þ 3. 
' Whatdol mean ? What thoughts do me miſeuide, 
As well upona ſtaffs may Witches ride 
Their famcicd journeys in the air, 
As I fayl round the worid ma Chair, 
*Tis true, but yet this Chair which here you ſee, 
For all its Quiet now and gravity, 
| Has wandred and has trayell*d more ( fore 
Then eyer Beaſt, or Fiſh, or Bicd, or eyer Tree be- 
In eyery air, in every Sea *tas been, | 
'Tascompals*t all the earth, and all the heayen *tas een 
2 et 


=: | POEMS, 


Let not the Popes it ſelf with this compare, 
This 1s the oaly untverſal Chair, 


J, 
The Pious wandrers F leet ſav'd from the flame 
( Which ſtill the rel1ques did ot Troy purſue, 
And r0ok them for its due ) 
ASquadron of immortal Nympbs became, 
Still w:th their Arms they row'd about the Seas, 
And (till made new, and greater Voyages : 
Nor has the firſt Poctique Sbip of Greece, 
Though now a >car, ſhe ſo triumphant ſhow, 
And guides her ſailing Succeſſors below, 
C Bright as her antient fraight the ſhining Fleece ) 
Yet tothis day a quiet Harbour found, 
The Tide of Heayen till Carries her around ; 
Only Drakee ſacred Veſtel (C which before 
Had done, and had ſeen more 
"Then thoſe bave done or ſeens 
Even fince they Goddeſſes, and this a Stat has been, ) 
As a reward for all her labours palt, 
' Is madethe ſcat ofreſt at laſt, 
Let the caſe now quite altered be ; : 
And as thou wenr'(t abroad the world to ſee, 
Let the world nuw come to cc thee, 
| 4o 
The world will dote for curioſity, 
Does no leſle then Deyorion, Piigrtms make, 
And 1 my (elf who now love quiet too, 
As much almoſt as any Chair can do, 
Would vet a Journey take. 
An old Wheel of chat Charriot to ſee; 
Which Phaeron ſo raſhly brake. 
Yer what could that ſay more, then theſe remains of Dyke ? 
Great relique ! thou too in this Port of caſe 
Haſt ſtill one way of making Voyages. 
The breath ot Fame, Jike an auſpicuous gale 
( The =_ Trade wind which ner'e does fail ) 
$£i11 with full erimme, and ſwelling Sail, 
Sball drive thee round the world, and thou (halt ran 
Aslong around it as the Sun. 
The ſtraights of time too narrow are for thee, 
L anch forth into an undiſcovered Sea, 
And ſteer the endleſſt courſe of vaſt eternity. 
Take for thy Sail this verſe, & ſor thy Pilot me. 


